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* Mi er there was, ana be liv'd at his Mill, 
Which was built on a ſtream at the foot of a hill. 
He cheated all day and he drank all the night, 
For cheating and rinking . all his deli - © 
While his moments in tippling unheeded did yl 
s his ſaying—be ure to take toll, 


4 Whoevet ſent corn to be ground at his Mill, 


He ſpoilt it, he chang'd it, he pilter'd it ſtill; 

In villainy thus a long courſe he did run, 

For he fancy'd that c N was very good fun. 
He card not what came of his body or ſoul, 


While this was his ſaying—III aways take toll, 


If you fent a full Sack of good corn to his Mill, 

A Sack of bad flour he ſent you back ſtill, 

For he fancy'd that when he the wheat had once 
ground, 

The difference would not be eaſily found: 

Now to change good for bad was as if he had ſtole, 

And he not only chang d it—but always took toll. 


The Neighbours oft ſent him their Money to pay, 
But he always refus'd it and ſent it away; 


Had he wo. the Money he'd have got but his due, 


But the payment that's lawful for him wou'd not 
do; 
What was honeſtly his he def; pis'd on the whole, 
Becauſe. he got more from—the taking of toll. 


On day when a Farmer had ſent a good ſack 
Of N ory Corn. to be ground, and then ſent for it 
back 
_ Hecalld to his Man and demanded ſtraitway, 
If for this he had taken the toll on that day. 
The Man ſtraight declar'd, that tho nought he 
” mas foe, -* 
Yet that he had taken—the full of the toll. 


He then call'd his maid, and he aſk'd her good lack, 
AC 

She declar'd that ſhe had, but he fond of pclf. 
Said, = 17 that you chou d not, Ill 3 it 
5 ec f 

89 . he ventur'd the loſs of his Soul, 

Ind mended his Practice by * — toll, 


At length he grew bolder and holler i in fin, © 
And cheating he deeper and deeper got in; 
Of Satan, alas! he was quite at the beck, 


Where he firſt took a pound he at jengih took a 


peck, 


"a ; D 1 4 * 0 G UE bauen a » Farmer, a Miller, a A and a Baer 


5 
| 
| 
bi 
f 


f 
0 
; 
; 
0 
9 
$ 
0 
9 
9 
9 
9 
9 
. 
0 
$8 
0 
6 
9 
& 
3 
0 
0 
0 
9 
0 
& 
9 
9 
9 
9 
9 
9 
0 
Þ 


by Cheung 


— 
Ne 


No church he emen to p pray for his Soul, 
Who you'd mightgothither—ſo h could take ll 


greed to obſerve him with ſtill keener Eyes; 
But the Juſtice he cheated to ſuch a degree, 
That = longer with patience his frauds cou'd he 
ſee; 
So he ſent him to jail by the Law's juſt controul, 
And a M1rTIMUS paid him for taking of toll. 


Come all honeſt Millers whoever ou be, 
And liſten to counſel that's given bo me ; 
Be content, like fairtradeſmen with moderate gains 
And look ſor a lawful reward of your pains; 

If tis paid you in money be pleas'd on the whole, 
And if you take any—take moderate toll. 


O! ſeek not each way to defraud that you can, 
Nor cheat in the flower, nor cheat in the bran; 
Be honeſt and all Men will flock to your Mill, 


ſtand ſtill. 


nd when to your MAKER you give up your ſoul, 
You'll rejoice that you always—took moderate toll. 


A DIAL OGUE &c. 


9 

TT. once on a time and not long ago. 
Four Tradeſmen they met at the Sign of the Roe. 
A Farmer, a Miller, a Flourſeller too. 
Likewiſe a Bread Baker to make up the Crew, 
Where they cali'd for a Bottle of Burgundy Wine, 
Which ſoon to be merry it did them incline, 


4 


The Farmer then ſoon began for to fay, 

To be ſure every Year I've great Rents for to pay, 

But 'what ſignifies that, great Rents are a triflle, 

Til Raiſe my Corn treble, and my Conſcience I'll Stifle, 


The Miller Replied your Notion is good, 

To have a good living is Right that we (hou'd, 
The Toll I will tske and handſomely too, 

So live happy and Merry as any of you. 

For ſooner than I a good living will lack, 

Tu take all the Coin and Swear I've no Sack, 


The Flour-ſeller then he anſwered in turn, 

Saying Ars I aſſure you my 'Trade's not to learn, 

Pi Cheat them in Weight and Raiſe: the Price to my Mind, 
Aud Say with a grace,—the Cauſe is; there's no Wind. 


Then up Starts the Baker, and Cry'd out“ well ſaid,” 
I mean to get Rich by Baking of Biead. 
Ill pinch them in Weight, LS: take ſrom their Loaf, 
And neer mind Other people, ſo I have Enoagh, 


And tho others want cuſtom, Lens ne er will 
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T0 Farmer the Squire, the Parſon likewiſe —__ x : ' 
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